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The Tragedie 

He is within with two rcuercnd Fathers, 

Diuincly bent to meditation. 

And in no worldly futc would he be mou“d, 

To draw him from his holyex-rrcife. 

Sue. Returne good ''"’atesby to thy Lord again, 

Tell him my fclfe,thc Maior an 1 Citizens, 

In deepc dc-fignes and nutters of g eat moment, 

No kite importingthenourgeneraii good, 

Are come to hauefome corerencc with hisgrace. 

Cat, lie tell him what you fay my Lord. Exit. 

Sue. Aha my Lord, this prince is not an Edward: 

He is rtot lulling on a leaud day bed, 

But on his knees at mcditatio/i : 

Not dallying with a brace of Curtizans, 

But meditating with two deepeD uiocs : 

Not fleeping to irigtoik his idle body, 

But praying to inrich his .watchful I foule. 

Happy were England, would this gracious prince 
Takeon himfelfe the foucraigntic thereon, 

Butfurel fcare we fhall riVuer winne him to it. 

Afai. Marry God forbid h<s grace (liould fay vs nay. 

Enter C ale sly. 

Sue. I fcare he will, how now Catesby, 

What fay es your Lord J 

Cat. My Lord he wonders to what end you haue afiembled 
Such troupes of Citizens to fpeake with him. 

His grace not being warnd thereof before: 

My Lord, he fc res you mcaneno good to him. 

Sue. Sory I am my noble coufen (liould 
Sufpctfl me that T meane no good to him. 

By heauen I come in perfefl louc to him, 

And fo once more returneand tell his grace: Exit Catesby, 

TVhen holy and deuout religious men, 

Arc at their beads, tis hard to draw them hence, 

S o fwcct is zealous contemplation. 

Enter die h. and two Bijhoys aloft. 

Mdor. Seewhrrche (lauds he tweenerwo Clergimcn. 

Sue. Two props of vertue for a Chriflian Prince: 

To (lay him from the fall of vanitie, 
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of Richard the third. 

Famous Plantagcnet,raoft gracious frjnc£ 

Lend fauourablc cares to my requeue 
And pardon vs the interruption ** 

Ofthy dcuotion and right Chriflian zeale. 

Glo. My Lord, there needs no fuch apologie, 

I rather do bcfcech you pardon me, 
Whoearneftinthcfcruiceof myGod, 

Negle&thc vifitationofmy friends: 

But leauing this, what is your Graces plcafure? 

Sue. Euen that 1 hope which pleafeth God aboue, 

And all good men of this vngoucrnd lie. 

Glo. I do lufpedt , I haue donefomc offence, 

That feeme difgracious in the Cities eyes, 

And that you come to reprehend my ignorance. 

Sue. You haue my Lorc^: wou'd itpleafe your Grace 
At our entreaMcs to amend that fault. 

Glo. Elfe wherforc breath I in a Chriflian land? 

5wc.Then know tt is your fault that you refigne 
The fupreamc Seate,the Throne msicflicali. 

The Sceptred office of your Aunceftors, 

Thclineall glory ofyourroyallHoufe, 

To the corruption of a blem ifht flockc i 

Whilcfl in the mildcneifcofyourflecpicthoughts. 

Which here we waken to your Countries good: 

This noble He doth want ffis proper limbes, 

Her face dcfac’t with (cjt^of infamic. 

And almotl ftiouldrcdtnthis fwallowinggulphj* 

Of blind forgctfulneire and darke obliuion: 

Which to recure we heartily folicite 

Your Gracious fclfc to rake on you the foucraigntic thereof 
Not as Prote&or , Stwcward , Subftitutc, 

Nor lowly Factor for an others gainc ? 

But as fucceffiuely from blood to blood, 

Your right of birth ,y our Ero>peric;your ewne : 

For this contorted with the Citizens, 

Y our ivorfliipfull and very louing freinds, 

And by their vehement inftigation, 

In this iuft fute conic I to moue your Grace. 
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